So also, 0 Master, may our lives be:

Undistinguished here from our fellows,

Obscure, unassuming and humble:

But seen from afar,

Over the long dark waste of the years,

May they stand forth clear and splendid for Thee,

Illumined, aflame, in the fire divine

Of Thy great love,

Pointing the way unto Thee.

TO force your way up crags that have never been
climbed before;
To run out ninety feet of rope
On the sheer cold face of the cliff
Before a belay can be found, and the rope secured
For the next man to follow:

To reach a perilous cranny, beyond a lip of the rocks,
Where you stand alone on the toppling crags,
With nought below but blue air,
And nought above but the bastions of the peaks,
And nought of human companionship
Save the thin down-trending rope :

To gain, after hours of strenuous leadership,

The airy ultimate summit,

And to look forth thence, true monarch of all you can see,

Upon mountain and valley and lake:

This, this, is to quaff

In long deep draughts

The rich red wine of life.
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